FANTASTIC! 



ASTOUNDING! 



IT'S FANTASTIC/ THIS INDIAN 
BURIAL CHAMBER CERTAINLY 
HAS KEPT THEM WELL PRESERVED.! 
k YOU'D ALMOST THINK THEY WEREJ 

A L I VE tl 
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"Hie bonds we bought for our 
countrys defense bought and 
helped equip our farm!" 



RIEY I. WHATISY OF CUTHBEJtT, QA. 
— ITS rRACTICA l AS WElt AS 
3 BUY SONOS FOR DEFENSE 



Mr. Whatley inspects a beehive 
on kis 202-acre Georgia farm. 
"My wife and I wouldn't own a 
farm , clear, today," he says, "if it 
weren't for U.S. Savings Bonds. 
They're the best way to save." 



1 joined tli" Payroll Savitifts Plan in'lSM:!. 
Our |iily iivcrati'il alum i Jill it wi-i-K :i pi.-i-i ■ 
and we put abuut a quarter of it into 
bonds. We U'xd huvViI $(i.:i2r, by 1950." 



rrfnjwratur anil 1 -l--.-L rjo r.mije. \\ .■ r<- si ill 
h-jl.lmj;.'irj<>iii g-1 .MCMi in Ifintls. Kverybody 
should buy U.S. Savings Bonds!" 



The Whatleys' story can be your 5fory,-feo ! 



Votir dream can come true, just as the 
Whatleys" did. Start now! It's easy! Just 
take these three simple steps: 

1. Put saving first before you even draw 
your pay. 

2. Decide to save a regular amount system- 
atically. Even small sums saved this way 
become a large sum amazingly soon! 

3. Start saving by signing up today in the 
Payroll Savings Plan where you work. 



You'll be providing security riot only for 
yourself and your Tamily, but for the free 
way of life tiiat's so important to us all. 



U. S. SAVINGS BONDS 
ARE DEFENSE BONDS- 
BUY THEM REGULARLY! 



al'L'e PlOHlturt of AmeHoa,Ot o pttM/^JraM-i 
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fflHEN MILLER DEER SON, A WEALTHY AMERICAN ', WHOSE SPORT WAS BIG-GAME HUNTING, WENT TO SUMATRA TO 
SHOOT TIGERS, HE RAN INTO MANY DIFFICULTIES. HE FOUND THAT NO CONSIDERATION WOULD INDUCE A SUMATRAN 
TO CATCH OR WOUND A TIGER, AND THAT THE BEASTS WERE REGARDED WITH SUPERSTITION AND TERROR. HE 
WAS TOLD OF THE'TIGER PEOPLE'... TIGER SPIRITS WHO DWELT IN HUMAN BODIES, AND WHO, WHEN THEY FELT AN 
IRRESISTIBLE DESIRE FOR RAW FLESH , COULD TRANSFORM THEMSELVES INTO BEASTS . LAUGHING AT THESE 
STORIES, MILLER DEERSON HIRED GUIDES TO TAKE HIM INTO- THE BAR I SAN MOUNTAINS IN HIS SEARCH FOR 
BIG-GAME TROPHIES TO TAKE BACK TO AMERICA .. 





AS HISBULLETS FOUND THEIR MARK, THERE 
WAS A DREADFUL CRY OF ALMOST HUMAN 
SOUNDING ANGUISH AND AGONY, AND.EVEN 
ACROSS WE WATEP.MILLER SAW THE GLARE OF 
\TE IN THE DYING BEAST 'S EYES / 




SEVERAL 'WEEKS LATER, BACK IN AMERICA, 
MILLER ENTERTAINED A FRIENO— PROFESSOR 

eatvrs, an anthropology student . . , 



THE LENGTH OF THIS TIGER EXCEEDED THAT 
OF ANY TIGER I HAVE EVER SEEN/ UNFORTUN- 
ATELY MY GUIDES OESERTEO ME, AMD I COULDN' 
DRAG THE CARCASS BACK TO CAMP MYSELF/ 
I HAD TO BE SATISFIED WITH ONLY THE HEAD/ 



I COULDN'T EVEN GET ANYONE TO HELP ME 
SKIN THE ANIMAL/ THEY WERE ALL 
SUPERSTITOUS TO EVEN TOUCH IT/ THE NEXT { 
DAY I WENT BACK TO THE RUINS, INTENDING 
TO SKIN IT MYSELF — BUT STRANGELY ENOUGH/ 
THE BODY WAS GONE / 




A FEW WEEKS LATER. MILLER DEERSON WAS 
FLATTERED TO RECEIVE A NOTE FROM ' 
PRINCESS TIGRINA dr VARTHENA .INVITING RIM TO 
ON HER AT A FASHIONABLE HOTEL / 




^ ' W I CANT S H OOT A ~^- 
W HEADLESS GHOST/ BUTTHAT 
TIGRESS WAS REAL/ I SLAMMED 
THE DOOR TO THE DEN, AND IF f 
IT'S STILL IN THERE' 



f SHE'S GETTINS AWAY— 

[ SHE'S GOT THE HEAD OF 

, THE TIGER 1 SHOT IN 

S U MATRA / 




tt 'ITCH DOCTORS WERE CONSULTED TO DISCOVER TH£\ 
REASON, AND WHAT TO DO ABOUT IT, . . 


THE TIGERS SEEK VENGEANCE . 
THE FOREIGNER KILLED FELIS. 
THE GREAT KING / ONLY THE , 
FOREIGNER'S BLOOD WILL -fjg 
tym. SATISFY THEM/ y>?3^ 


•L^.'^r 




wmgk 


^®w^ 


"'(-'- 




"■ \lJ u\f\-. v»f 




1 


:.>JSB*.j- 




When miller Afjo professor 
GRAVES REACHED 8ELAWAN , 
THEY WERE TOLD THE de 
VARTHENA PALACE WAS IN 
NEARBY ME DAN / ■— 1 WOKk 



I ALSO FOUND THERE HAVE 
BEEN STRANGE RUMORS ABOUT 
THE FAMILY WHOSE CREST I: 



LUDOVICO it 
ITALIAN EXPLORER, REACHED HERE 
IN 1505 AND MARRIED INTO THE 
WENANGKABAU ROYAL LIN6-- 
AND THE PRINCESS'S HUSBAND 

SEEMS TO HAVE RETAINED THE 
ITALIAN TITLE, AS 

THE WEALTH OF 

HIS ANCESTORS , 




— AND I SAW THE THING I HAVE 
ALWAYS HOPED TO SEE, BUT 
NEVER DREAMED THAT I WOULD/ 
I SAW A CONFIRMATION OF THE 
BELIEF THAT THERE CAN BE A 
TRANSFORMATION BETWEEN AN 





LEILA MANDELL, AN ARTIST'S MOOfL OUT OF WORK, HAD 
THE BAD FORTUNE TO MEET BILL WOLFRAM, Aft UNSAVORY 
CHARACTER WHO HA D AN APARTMENT IN THE SAME 
BWLDmiNSQHO. U wu „ YOl , T0LD . HE f" 

^ m to pick up someone who lo0ke0 
prosperous in the restaurant and 
bring them down this street so you } 
could rob them/ you didn't say 
'd kill them/ 



sssr 






I SHOULD HAVE 
KNOWN BETTER 
THAN TO TRUST 
/ I'M LEFT 1 
WITH NOTHING -- 
■IF I GET 
CAUGHT..THEY ' 
CAN PIN THE 
WHOLE THING 

OK "ME? 




1 HEARD YOU ' 
WERE LOOKING I 
MODEL/I 



PERHAPS YOU WOULD LIXE TO LOOK ] 
AT SOME OF THE PORTRAITS I 
HAVE DONE / , 

_— PORTRAITS/ 




\BUri£H.A SHOULD HAVE TAKEN 

\aNOTH&H.OOK AT THE PtXmAiT 
OF LOf» JULIUS KBt/rr- HAfYTW/ 

J' 



I'M AFRAIO SOME OF MY OTHER PORT' 
RAITS FRIGHTENED YOU/ NOW HERE IS 
ONE I JUST FINISHED--YDUNG LORD 
JULIUS KEARY-M ANTON/ A VERY OLD 
.TITLE AND GREAT WEALTH/ WOULDN'T 
YOU LIKE TO MEET HIM? 



I WAS SURE THAT 




Jl FEW WEEKS LATER THE 
COUNT'S PREDICTIONS CAMETHUE. : 
LORD KEARY-MANTON HAD FALLEN 
IN LOVE WITH LEILA'S PICTURE 
AND WITH LEILA, AND TH EY WERE 
MARRIED/ 





AN INTERESTING CHAIN OF EVENTS, EH, LEILA? 

THAT NIGHT YOU ACCEPTED GILL 
WOLFRAM'S PROPOSITION AND PICKED UP 
STRANGE MAN IN THAT LITTLE SCI 
RESTAURANT, AND LED HIM INTO 
BILL'S TRAP/ 




EACH THING FITS INTO T 
AND MAKES A COMPLETE PICTURE , 
DOESN'T IT, LEILA? JUST THE^. 
KIND OF PICTURE I LIKE TO , 
INT/ BUT MY CANVAS I: 

NOT YET FINISHED/ _s&± ^ 




JULIUS/ I'M LEILA 
YOUR WIFE/YOU WOULDN' 
HURT ME.WOULD YOI 
YOU LOVE ME... I'M 
YOUNG... BEAUTIFUL 




THE FRENZY IS PASSED. 
VE KILLED MY WIFE / 
I MUST GET RID OF HER 
BODY / I COULDN'T FACE 

THE SHAME OF ARF 



BUT AS JULIUS CARRIED 

LEILA'S BODY DOWN THE 

STONE STEPS, INTENDING 

TO DROP IT INTO THE DARK 

WATERS BELOW.HE TR0PEO. 




ANOTHER CANVAS COMPLETED 'ANOTHER 
PICTURE PAINTED IN BLOOD/ SO MUST A 
THOSE WHO FALL UNDER MY SPELL 
FIND THEMSELVES i 
PART OF EVIL 




THESE STRANGE PICTURES ON TOUR WALLS AMUSE 

, COUNT DAMON/ AND YET I READ THAT 
SUPERSTITIOUS PEOPLE BELIEVE THAT 
PORTRAITS ARE OFTEN BELIEVED TO CONTAI 

THE SOUL OF THE PERSON PORTRAYED 





IF THE PORTRAIT IS THE SOUL OF THE PERSON, WHO- 
EVER POSSESSES THE PORTRAIT WOULD EXERCISE 
FATAL INFLUENCE OVER THE ORIGINAL OF IT/ I 



IUST AS SILLY, MY OEAR, 
AS YOUR MEETING WITH THE 
YOUNG MAN WHO GAVE YOU 
CARD /JUST AS SILLY AS " 
DESIRE FOR THE WEALTH 
SOCIAL POSITION THAT I 

IT WILL BE YOURS 
FOR--HEH — HEH-'-A 
LITTLE WHILE, AT LEAST/ 



THERE IS A STRANGE TALE STILL BEING TOLD IN A 
SMALL COUNTRY IN THE BALKANS. THE STORY BEGAN 
IN THE LATE IS" 1 CENTURY, WHEN A DUKE AND HIS 
DUCHESS VISITED A CAMP OF WANDERING GYPSIES. 
IN THE TENT OF THE GYPSY QUEEN, THE DUCHESS 
CAME ACROSS A BEAUTIFUL GOLD MIRROR. . .' 




GOOD HEAVENS 
She's DEAD/ 
HER FACE 

IT'S HORRIBLE 
IT IS STILI 
REFLECTED 




The duke buried his wife 

without telling a soul of * 
this weird incident. he then 
took the cursed mirror back 
to the gypsy camp, but, to 
his amazement, he found that 
the gypsy queen had died the 
same night- his wife died, 
he buried the mirror in the 
queen's grave, and departed. 
to this day, when the story 
is told, people shake their 
heads in wonderment. this 
strange tale still remains 
a mystery in the annals 
of the superna tu/fal / 



;8N*» 



SCREWING FIELDS 




it HO MAS NOT SEEN OR HEARD OF 
SOME HOUSE, SHUT UP AND FALLEN 
tNTO DECAY AND LOOKING DUSTY AND 
DREARY, FROM WHICH, AT MIDNIGHT, 
STRANGE SOUNDS HAVE BEEN HEARD 
TO ISSUE— TORTURED SHRIEKS— THE 
GROANING OF PERTURBED SPIRITS? 
THEY ARE PLACES FOR THE TIMID TO 
AVOID., . THE ABODE OF EVIL SPIRITS. 
WHEN, BOB MART/NGAY, A YOUNG DOC' 
TOR WHO WAS HAVING A HARD TIME 
SETTING STARTED, AND HIS WIFE, 
CAROL, SUDDENLY RECEIVED A LETTER 
THAT BOB HAD INHERITED A HOUSE 

V UNKNOWN, DISTANT RELATIVE, 
THEY WERE DEUGHTED. THEY PACKED 
THEIR POSSESSIONS, AND IMMEDIATELY 
S I LEFT FOR THEIR NEW HOME. 




THE PEOPLE IN THE TOWN OREW TOO CURIOUS 
WHEN MY PATIENTS DISAPPEARED .. .AND SO I LET 
THEM THINK I WAS DEAD/ I BUILT A PASSAGEWAY 
FROM MY TOMB TO THIS CELLAR. . . AND FOR 
OVER A CENTURY, I HAVE BEEN ABLE 
CARRY ON MY EXPERIMENTS/ 




I WENT TO MEDICAL 
SCHOOL, THERE WERE 
MANY EXPERIMENTS I WAS 
INTERESTED IN DOING, 
BUT .MY IDEAS SHOCKED 
MY INSTRUCTORS AND 
COLLEAGUES 




I DETERMINED THAT WHEN I 
GOT MY OWN PRACTICE, I WOULD 
TRY SOME OF MY IDEAS/ HEH.. . 
HEH... NOW THIS EXPERIMENT™ 
I ALWAYS WONDERED IF ONE 
EYE IN THE MIDDLE OF THE 
FOREHEAD WOULD NOT BE AS 
SATISFACTORY AS ONE ON EACH 




SO I TRIED OUT MY IDEA ON MR. 
FREDERICKS-- HEH. ..HEH/ 
THEN — HAVING AN EYE LEFT OVER,] 
I THOUGHT IT WOULD BE 
INTERESTING TO SEE HOW A 
PERSON WOULD REACT WITH 
THREE EYES . . .SO I GAVE 
MR. FREDERICKS' OTHER EYE' 
TO MR. ROBERTS/- 




^ I REMOVED ALL OF MRs! SIMPKiNS 1 FEATURES 
BUT HER MOUTH — OR WAS THAT MRS. GAYLORD f 
HEH. , .HEH . . . AND HERBERT HERE IS MADE UP 
OF SEVERAL DIFFERENT PATIENTS WITH SPARE, 
PARTS FROM THE CEMETERY / 




V YOU ARE MISTAKENJ MY NEPHEW/ I AM A 
GENIUS/ I HAVE ALSO MADE A SERUM THAT 
WILL PROLONG LIFE INDEFINITELY/ CREERLEY 
HELPS ME WITH SOME OF MY WORK, BUT SOMEONE! 
WITH MEDICAL EXPERIENCE LIKE YOU WILL 6E , 
BETTER/ HA. ..HA... I CAN TEACH YOU 
MANY THINGS/ . 



THOSE POOH SCREAMIN6 
FIENDS/ SOMEBODY HAS TO 
PUT THEM OUT OF THEIR 
(MERY--ANDPUT 
YOU OUT OF THIS 
WORLD/ 





r HAH/ I AM STRONGER THAN YOU THOUGHT/"! 
AND IF I DO NOT KILL VOU, THE SCREAMING 
CREATURES WILL TEAR YOU APART, BECAUSE ! 
THEY OBEY ONLY THE WHIP WITH WHICH 
CREERLEY AND I CONTROL THEM/ 



' YOU'VE DONE YOUR W 00 N0T BE S0 SlJRE i 
[ LAST EXPERIMENT.^ OEAR NEPHEW/ CREERLEY, 
■ YOU RE NO I MT aulCK — THE BASEMENT/ 
"^UNCHAIN THE CREATURES. 
V LET J-HEW TEAR THESE TWO 
L T»B f 

T YES 
' MASTER 





YES, OLD DOCTOR/ THE EVIL UNNATURAL 
SERUM THAT PROLONGED YOUR LIFE GAVE 

YOU A SUPERHUMAN STRENGTH - -BUT 
WHEN A MAN IS YOUNG ANO FIGHTING FOR 

HIS OWN LIFE ANO THE LIFE OF THE 
WOMAN HE LOVES-- HE'S A 



The old doctor lay on the floor of his sinister 
operating room- -a mass of disintegrates bones. 

bob hastily unfastened carol — but as they rushed \ 
toward the stairs, a blood-chilling sight and sound 




THERE GOES THE LAST OF 
THE MOST FIEW>ISH HERITAGE 
A MAN EVER RECEIVED-- BUI 
THOSE POOR SCREAMING 
CREATURES ARE FREE AT 
LAST— AND THE OLD DOCTOR 
AND CREERLEY WILL NEVER 
IAIN EXPERIMENT 
HUMAN Lli«S / 




TOMORROW, I'LL DYNAMITE THE 
j TUNNEL AND HAVE THE GRAVES 
] PLOWED SO THAT THERE WILL 
! NO TRACE OF THE FRIGHTFUL 




GLOWING EMBERS. . . A FEW 
BLACKENED BONES AND SKULLS. 
THE OLD DOCTOR CHEATED THE 
GRAVE, BUT HE COULD NOT 
CHEAT THE ETERNAL DOOM 
THAT AWAITED HIS EVIL SOUL. 
AND ANOTHER HAUNTED HOUSE 
GOES INTO OBLIVION, NEVER 
AGAIN TO SPREAD ITS EERIE 
TERROR OVER THE NEIGHBOR- 
HOOD. THE SCREAMS ARE 
SILENCED AND THE OLD 
DOCTOR'S "PATIENTS "ARE 
AT PEACE/ 




(7)nffi?nflfW> 
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Stories have been told or clannish feuds among 

FAMILIES OF SCOTLAND, BUT STRANGEST OF ALL IS THE 
ONE WHICH OCCURRED IN THE YEAR 1903, THE MaeLEODS 
AND THE MURDOCKS, TWO OLD SCOTTISH CLANS, HAD 
CARRIED ON THEIR FEUDING DOWN THROUGH THE Y£ARS t 
UNTIL ONLY TWO DESCENDANTS REMAINED TO BATTLE 
EACH OTHER. ONE DAY THE TWO MEN MET AT A CREEK 
SEfURATING THEIR LANDS. . . 




YeS , THE WHOLE VILLAGE 
WONDERED... A CREEK WITH 
WATER TURNED TO BLOOD /BUT 
THE RED TINT DID NOT LAST 
LONG. NOW, ONLY ONCE A YEAR, 
OH THE ANNIVERSARY OF 
*f MottEOD'S SLAYINO OF 
MURDOCK, DOES IT CHANGE 
FROM CLEAR WATER TO THICK , 
RED BLOOD. SCIENTISTS FROM 
ALL PARTS OF THE WORLD 
HAVE COME TO INVESTIGATE 
THIS STRANSE HAPPENING-, 
BUT NONE CAN OFFER 
ANY EXPLANATION . ANOTHER , 
PUZZLE IN THE ANNALS OF 
BAFFLING MYSTERIFSJ ■ 

THE END' 



PAINTING OF THE DEAD 



"Gordi, come away from that painting," Marcia. 
called insistently. "Why are you staring at it so?" 

For a mome"nt Gordon Haverstraw did not answer. 
It .*« as though he had not heard his wife. His gaze 
was fastened broodingly to the large picture fastened 
to the. wall of his living room.'Thcn with a sigh he 
tore himself away and returned to sit by his wife's 
side on. the sofa. . 

"Really," Marcia said. "If I had known it would 
affect you so, I never would have brought it home 
when I found it in that little art shop. In fact," she 
added reflectively, "I have a good mind to get rid of 
it if it's going to upset you so," 

TNo," Gordi shouted impulsively. "Leave it where 
it is. You must not touch it." 

Almost unwillingly his eyes traveled back to. the 
painting. Somehow it seemed to dominate the room, 
and though he could not fathom it, Gordi feit that 
his destiny was tied up with what was talcing pface 
upon the canvas. 

| Actually, the scene was happy enough. It was a 
picture of a boating party of some fifty years or more 
ago, and the steamboat was traveling up the Seine 
River. The passengers depicted by the artist were a 
motley, crew, but all in all they seemed to be enjoy- 
ing themselves in the bright summer sunlight. The 
artist had caughtsuch a lifelike quality in his paint- 
ing that it was almost as though the people were 
•bout to speak,' and Gordi seemed to hear their happy 
chattM in his ears. 

And yet, to Gordi, there seemed to be something 
more about the scene. He seemed to sense a premoni- 
tion of disaster, as though, at any minute, tragedy 
and evil were to take place among that happy lot. 

'Particularly Gordi felt himself drawn toward one 
of the members of the party who could not be con> 
pletely leen. The man was sitting near the railing erf 
the boat, and only his back was visible to someone 
glancing at the picture. But to Gordi there was some- 
thing furtive about the way the man sat, as though 
he'd deliberately hidden his face from view, as though 
-he wanted to make sure the artist could not catch 
and imprison his guilty features forever on the can- 
ves. Th«e wu something awfully familiar about the 
fellow, 

. Gordi pulled; himself together with a start. How 
could he know s6 much about a figure painted upon 
aa ancient canvas, he mused. He searched his mem- 
«t]V but the answer «emed to elude him. And yet 



he felt this thing. He was sure with every fiber of 
his being that something evil was in this man and 
that ' death walked among the boating party — and 
then with some deep inborn premonition, Gordi 
knew that he would take part in it. 

Twice during dinner Gordi felt impelled to tra- 
verse the distance to the living room to gaze upon 
the painting. But-' each time- he found that all had 
remained in place. All was the same in the painted 
boating party. It was as if the fatal hour had not yet 
come. Finally it was time to go to bed, and wearied 
by his unease and tension, Gordi slowly followed his 

But sleep did not come .easily to him. Twice he 
was awakened by the mournful baying of some dog 
somewhere out in the marshes that bordered his Eng- 
lish countryside estate. And then again Gordi fell 
into fitful slumber. 

This time when he awakened, there was no sound 
within the house. He sensed it was the deepest part 
of the night, and there was just the sound of 
Marcia's even breathing from the other bed. Some- 
how, even while coming over from sleep to wakeful- 
ness, Gordi knew that this was the moment toward 
which all time had driven him, even in his rise from 
a poor London boy to a man of wealth. 

He threw the covers back from.- his bed Hum) 
stepped to the floor. There was no sound from his 
son's room which he passed without looking inside. 
He traversed the stairs softly down to the living 
room. As he approached the painting, it seemed to 
be illumined by some inner light, and it was as he'd 
expected. Now the figures in the painting were stand- 
ing as though they were about to move on to another 
part of the boat; and the man by the rail had risen, 
too, his face Still unseen, but he looked as though 



he 



e about to turn. 



Something seemed to be drawing Gordi towarf 
the picture, and he stepped closer, closer, until he 
was level with it, and then suddenly he felt the shock 
as something sucked him forward. 

Gordi found himself standing at the rail of the 
boat, watching the other members of the party, and 
he knew immediately why he was there. He was 
Gordon Haverstraw a young Englishman who had 
left his wife and child in London and had traveled 
to Paris for'the firm where he was a bank clerfc. 

There in a cafe he had struck up'an acquaintance- 
ship with the famous artist, Sonveille, and the old 



man had taken an immediate liking to him. He treated 
him many times now to 'wine, and today he had 
invited him along on this boating party which he 
intended to paint. 

Dimly, as though he remembered it happening 
once before, Gordi knew what he- must do. He had 
accepted Sonveille's invitation with that plan in mind. 
All during the week, he had coveted the thick pouch 
of gold coins that the wealthy elderly artist always 
carried with him. It was more than Gordi earned in 
six.monlhs in his -lowly clerking job, 

Gordi had soon to return to London. But before 
he did so, he would take Sonveille's gold with him. 
Every move of his plan to rob and kill Sonveille had 
beeji carefully calculated. While Sonveille had been- 
painting the picture, Gordf had hidden' his face from 
view so that later there would be no pictured evi- 
dence that he was ever on the boaf. There was so 
many people on the trip that he knew he. would not 
be missed once he had carried out his deed and swam 
away to safety. ; 

Now as people walked about Sonveille approached 
him. "Well,' Gordi, man frere," the old man said 
genially, "will you let me buy yon a drjnk? You wilL 
be returning soon to England, and 1 shall miss you." 

Gordi shook his head. "No, the 'motion of the 
boat has made me lose my taste for wine. Go drink . 
alone, Sonveille and— I will meet you in the stern of' 
the boat later." ■.' 

The old. man palled him kindly on the back and' 
ambled off just the way Gordi knew he would. For a 
moment, as he watched Sonveille enter the lounge,. 
Gordi knew a twinge of regret for what he wis about 
■ to do. But then he shook off any emotion about his 
treachery, for to him gold was more important than, 
any bounds of brotherhood or friendship. 

Gordi lay in wait in the hold of the boat, watch- 
ing for Sonveille's return. The sun had gone down, 
and .the passengers were all within the lounge, the 
sounds of their laughter coming upon the evening 
breeze. 

Presently he heard staggering footsteps coming his. 
w»y, and tie knew it was Sonveille returning for their 
meeting. The artist had drunk much wjn& Gordi 
thought, and it would make it that- much easier. 

"Is that you, moil frereP' came Sonveille's uncer- 
tain voice as he peered through the twilight. 

Gordi did not answer from where he crouched, 
and the old man wavered forward. "Man ftere?" he 
questioned once again. 

Quickly Gordi stepped from his hiding place' and 
grabbed Sonveille. He-wrapped his fingers around the 
old man's throat, his nails digging in to keep any 
sound from escaping the other's throat. His dagger 



was in his hand as he whispered menacingly', "Not 
one sound, Sonveille, or you die." 

. The old man quivered acquiescently in Gordi's 
grasp, all resistance drained from him, and Gordi 
thought that made it so much easier as he plunged 
his knife home. He felt the blade slide smoothly into 
the old man's, flesh, felt the instant stiffening of his 
victim as the dagger entered, and then Sonveille 
seemed to go limp in his arms. 

Gordi extracted the purse of gold coins, and then 
for a moment he released his grasp.'and it was iij 
that moment that the old man seemed to come alive. 
With his last remaining strength he grappled "in a 
macabre silent manner with Gordi, not even able any 
longer to cry aloud. Frantically, Gordi tried to twist 
out of Sonveille's grasp. And it was then it happened.- 

As lie struggled backward, Gordi** foot became 
entangled in a coil of forgotten rope that lay. on deck 
near the railing, and with an inarticulate cry Gordi 
felt himself lose balance and trip over the edjje of 
the railing, dragging Sonveille with him. 

Gordi cried, "Help! Someone save me!" as he hit 
the cold river water and could not release Sonveille's 
death clasp from his neck. 

Frantically Gordi tried to avoid the rushing steam- 
boat motors, but even as he thrashed about, he was 
caught in the whirring machinery. Even as his last 
steams were cut off, Gordi knew suddenly that he 
had been called upon once again lo pay for his crime 
against friendship and trust. In a flash he knew that 
he had killed Sonveille several times in the past and 
that his rest was not yet in sight. He knew that yet 
again and again, his penance would be to return to 
this deed until his line died out. 1 , . 

As early dawn came through the window of Gordi's 
bedroom, Marcia stirred in the opposite bed. "Gordi, 
it's time to. get up," she called. She turned then and 
viewed Gordi's empty bed. 

She hurried downstairs and in(o the living room. 
There on the carpeted floor before the painting she 
found him. She knew that Gdrdi was dead even as 
she approached him. But a scream rose in her throat 
as she viewed his body. Gordon Ha verst raw lay 
mutilated almost beyond recognition, as'thOugh he'd 
been Caught in some giant threshing machine. He wai 
dressed in clothes such as. were worn by the man ia 
the picture before which he lay, and they were caked . 
with the slime of some river bottom. And as his 
sightless eyes peered upward, his hand seemed to 
curl around the small leather bag of gold coins he 
held. 

Even as she gazed at the sight before her, through 
the house came the wail of Gordi's small son, as if 
in premonition of the fate .that someday would be- 
fall him. 





PENNILESS GUSTAVE RODZKA WAS TO HAVE WEALTH, POWER, AND FORTUNE ...FOR A TIME / HE 

WOULD HAVE EVERYTHING A MAN COULD WANT AND r£T. THERE WOULD COM £ A DAY WHEN HE WOULD BE 

WILLING TO GIVE ALL... HIS LIFE INCLUDED... TO RID HMSELF OF THE CRUEL, ARROGANT EMBODIMENT 

OF HIS MERCILESS TORMENTOR ,TH£ TALISMAN OF CEASAR BORGIA f 



AT A CASINO IN ISTANBUL, GU STAVE ROOEKA, 
AN IMPOVERISHED HUNGARIAN NOBLEMAN .WATCHED 
TENSELY AS THE CROUPIER CALLED OUT THE 
WINNI NG W «fffT ~ 



' TONIGHT AND EVERY ' 
1IGHT, MONSIEUR D0M8E/ 




PERHAPS SHE WILL/ 1 


r fT MAY AT LEAST H 


ELP me\ 


COME, LET US HAVE A 


FORGET 


UY TROUBLES 


FOR A / 


COGNAC TOGETHER / I 


1 TIME/ 


:'M BADLY IN 


NEED / 


HAVE A STORY I SHOULD 
LIKE TO TELL YOU/ m^ 


117/ 


DIVERSION / 






H^rdjp inn* 


If 


jfll 


M' y 


m 










I CAME ACROSS IT MANY YEARS 
AGO, WHEN T MET AN O LD MAN WHO 
WANTED TO SELL IT/ ^ 




SuDBENLr THE SHIP BROKEN TWO, 
AND THE 7Bm/FI£0 SUSTAYE WHS 
THROWN INTO THE ANSRY WATERS, 
IF HE COULDN'T REACH (jiND, HE 
WOULD DIE WITH THE ACCURSED 
TALISMAN IN HIS 






Hours later, sustaves comrades, who hao been sent to 'cap mar 
: mM, CAME ACROSS HIS ■ WLESS BOOY LYWS OnTnE^RnAI ■ 
'WELL, ITIS perhaps BETTER THAT ^ 

E FIND HIM DEAD /.NOW THERE WILL 

.J NO UNPLEASANT COURT MARTIAL/ 

BUT, DO YOU NOTICE HIS FACE ? 




ai^ 



'The bonds William and I bought 

for our country's defense 

helped build a house for us! 



HOW U. S. SAVINGS BONDS PAID OFF 
FOR MRS- ROSE NYSSE OF BRISTOL, PA. 

"Tliere's nothing more wonderful than a house 

and garden of your own," says Mrs.- Nysse, 

"and no surer way to own one than to save for 

through U. S. Savings Bonds and the 

safe, sure Payroll Savings Plan!" 











rn.-iili! it $5,000 down 








says Mm. NyRso. "Al- 




toeetber, we've saved 








bought throu G b. Payroll 




SnvLnga, and we nro 














tween comfort and just 




getting by. Bonds offer 








calway secun 



Yo\j can do wda+iha Nysses art doing 
-•fheiimefosiart-isnow'! 

Maybe you can't save quite as much as 
William aud Rose Nv.w; maybe you can 
save more. Bui lln> important thing is to 
start now! It only takes three simple steps. 
1 . Make the big decision— to put saving first— 
before you even draw your pay. 
2- Decide to save a regular amount sysiem- 
aticaUy, week after weak, or month after month. 
Even small sump, savt'd on u systematic basis, 
become a large sum in an amazingly short time! 
3. Start Baving by signing up today in the 
Payroll Savings Plan where you work. 
You'll be providing security not only for 
yourself and your Family, but for the 
blessed free way of life that s so very im- 
portant to every American, 

FOR YOUR SECURITY, AND YOUR 
COUNTRY'S TOO, SAVE NOW- 
THROUGH REGULAR PURCHASE OF 
U. S. SAVINGS BONDS! 





E SALES, INC., Dept. 9311-E 487 BtOtt&m, H. Y. 13, N. Y. ,D 



SEND NO MONEY: 


MAI 


COUPON 


RONNIE SflLSS, INC. Dept. 931 
487 Broadway, New York 13, 
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